15.   REMINISCENCES OF BENGAL

May 4, 1925

I am writing these reminiscences on Monday after returning
from Faridpur. I write sitting on the covered terrace of the man-
sion formerly belonging to Deshbandhu Das. I have been in Bengal
for four days but have still not recovered from the shock I felt
when I first entered this mansion. I knew that the Deshbandhu
had made over this building for public purposes. He had debts,
I knew, but I also knew that he could clear them by practising for
less than a year and keep the mansion. But he did not at all
want to practise, or, rather, he wanted to plead the cause of his
country without demanding fees. He decided, therefore, to give
away this palatial building and made over its control to trus-
tees. He wanted, however, that whenever I travelled I should stay
while in Calcutta in that old building. And so I am lodged here.
But it is one thing to know a thing and quite another to see it
with one's own eyes. My heart wept when I entered the house, and
my eyes were moist with tears. In the absence of its former master,
and no more his property, the mansion seemed to me like a jail.
I felt miserable in it, and I have still not got out of that feeling.
I know that this is ignorant attachment. By giving up his
ownership of the house, Deshbandhu has in fact lightened his
burden. What use had the Dases for a building in which they
would lose their way? If they want, they can turn a hut. into a
royal palace. For both of them it was a willing sacrifice. Why feel
sad about it? Well, this is being philosophical If I did not have
this gift I would feel impelled to start building a palace for
myself straightway*

Is it easy to escape the consequence of the atman dwelling in
a physical body? Do others in the world act as Das did? People
in the world would welcome a palace if they can have it,
whereas this man gave away one. All honour to him! The tears
in my eyes spring from love. The shock I felt was also the result
of love. But is there no selfishness in this? If I had no
bond at -all with Deshbandhu, if I had not known him reigning
like a king in this building, I would have felt no shock. I have
seen many palaces whose owners departed from this world itself,
leaving palaces behind them, but I shed no tears when entering
them. These tears, therefore, spring from selfishness too,

Chittaranjan Das has lost nothing by giving away the palatial